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will ever be able to paint such a pictur^ again,
for nowhere else is there just this texture of can-
vas, just this quality of pigment, just these fifteen
centuries of atmosphere.

One cannot describe every country to^n in
England, so I have chosen the one I love besl,
If it is more beautiful than other country towns,
if I am partial, even prejudiced, in regard to it,
so much the better. Criticism seldom errs loo
much on the kindly side.

This particular town had a castle, built by no
less a person than a daughter of the great King
Alfred, who led his Saxon neighbors in driving
off the Danes. This town had a charter granted
to it by the King three hundred years before
Columbus sailed into the west. It is an old town
even for England, its hoary antiquity drifts out
beyond the harbor of American imagination into
an unknown sea. To an American it is almost
too old to be true* One might as well say in an
Oklahoma village that Ad am t lived here! At
such a distance of time years are loo indistinct
to be worth numbering. The town hall stood
in the main street, and still stands there, when
the Mayflower set sail, and one of the local inns
was an old established hostelry before we made
our first noise in the world, taking pot-sKots at
the red-coats near Lexington. The m^fabers of